HONGKONG—MACAO
ing back from the rfver, whose name-board, in the gather-
ing darkness, we couldn't read. We christened it 6Wuther-
ing Heights', and fell asleep early, to the whining of the
wind between the motionless carriage-wheels.
'Wuthering Heights' was certainly preferable to Ling
Pao. The morning air when we woke was cool and fresh.
But poor Auden was in a terrible state: his legs and arms
were covered with bug-bites. The bugs must be nesting in
the upholstery of the shabby old Belgian sleeping-berths.
We decided to have a radical spring-cleaning. First we
called for basin after basin of hot water and washed our-
selves all over. Then we set Chin-dung and the other car-
boys to scrubbing the windows, while we ourselves took
all our bedding out on to the platform, beat it with our
walking-sticks, and hung it on the station fence to air in
the sun. At first the Chinese passengers looked on, gig-
gling with amazement. Then they began to follow our ex-
ample. In a short time windows were being washed and
bedding hung out down the whole length of the train. We
felt sure that Madame Chiang Kai-shek would have ap-
proved.
After lunch we moved on a few more miles to the next
station, Wen Chung Shan. It lay in the cup of a vast sand-
plateau, high above the river. There was nothing here
but the station buildings, and a few bamboo huts. Walk-
ing along the platform to stretch my legs I was accosted
by one of the passengers, a sly, spotty boy with hair like
a Japanese doll. He glanced quickly to left and right,
nipped me suddenly and painfully in a sensitive place and
murmured: 'Nice girl?9 I smiled and followed him to the
station exit, curious to see how the nice girl would be pro-
duced. From one of the huts beside the line an old woman
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